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Repairs it felf by rejl.    Lewd] Tarquin thus
Did foftly [tread and tremble,] ere he wak'ned
The Chaftity he wounded.    [Oh Soul of Beauty f
Sure none but I cou'dfee thee thus, and leave thee
Thus in this lovely pojiure,    But no more;
fve other bujinefs.    Chill all my Bloud,
Ye Powers, and make me cold to her Allurements .
This is no loving minute ; Come, to] my defign:
To note the Chamber:  [Here] Tie write all down 5
Such and fuch Pictures; there the Window j fuch
The adornment of her Bed; the Arras Figures:
Why fuch, and fuch, and the Contents o' th' Story.
Ay but fome natural Notes about her Body,
Above ten thoufand meaner [fPitneJfes]     C     Sheftirs and
Wou'd teftifie to enrich my Inventory.     c     hejlarts back.
[ Wliat's there, a Bracelet on her Arm ?    'Tisfo,
Now] fleep thou Ape of Death, lye dull upon her $
And be her Senfe but as a Monument,
Thus in a Chappel lying.   [Fortune befriend me;]
'Tis mine, and this will witnels outwardly,
As ftrongly as the Confcience does within,
To th' [torture] of her Lord: On her left Breaft,
A Mole Cinque, fpotted like the Crimfon drops
In the bottom of a Cowilip : Here's a Voucher
Stronger than ever Law cou'd make 5 this fecret
Will force him think I've pick'd the Lock and ftoll'n
The Treafure of her Honour.    No, \now\ I have enough :
To th1 [Chest] agen.
Swift, fwift, [ye] Dragons of the Night; [lov'd Phofpher,
Return the welcome day,] I lodge in fear,
Tho* [there s] a heavenly Angel, Hell is here.    [Gets into the